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Henry lay on his side, admiring him, as Glenn stretched and turned to face him. He slunk closer until he was 
close enough to pull Henry in for a kiss. His hand traveled down to Henry's shoulder and he tried to push him 
down on his back As soon as Glenn applied the slightest bit of pressure, Henry tensed up and even putting his 
whole body into it didn't help Glenn do more than tip him slightly. A strong hand landed on his waist and pushed 
him before Glenn grabbed it to hold it back. So that was how they were doing it. Glenn smiled, still so close 
that Henry could feel it. 


He rolled away, making Henry lose his balance and fall onto his side of the bed as Glenn got to his feet. Taking 
advantage of his position, his hands landed on Henry's back, his dick taking interest as Henry's muscles shifted 
and strained beneath him. When Henry got to his feet, Glenn was right there to wrap around him. Maybe he 


couldn't pin him to the bed, but he could hold on as Henry walked both of them back, sliding one hand down to 
grab Henry's dick and the other up his shirt. 


All it took was one second of distraction where Henry gave in to the sensation for Glenn to take the upper 
hand as he turned them around and pinned Henry to the nearest wall. He didn't have a good hold, Henry held 
his hands out of reach, only bringing them down to try and hit Glenn and evade his attempts to grab his arms. 
He struggled, every muscle in his body flexed even when Glenn attached his lips to his neck. At least he 
couldn't get good leverage to push himself off with Glenn blocking his feet. 


It didn't stop him from stumbling backwards, knocking Glenn off balance. Before he could regroup, his back was 
against the wall. Trapped between it and Henry, he gave in when Henry's lips descended on his own, just for a 
moment, only to bite down hard enough to taste blood in the next. 


Henry let go and Glenn used the momentum, pushing Henry back towards the bed. He didn't give in easily, 
holding onto Glenn's shoulders just as hard as Glenn was holding onto his. They stood in a deadlock, thwarting 
every push to only move them sideways until Henry let go. In the next moment, Henry was rushing at him and 


before he could even realize what had happened, his back hit the bed 


Henry was above him, holding down his wrists, his hard cock rubbing deliciously against Glenn's, and he was 
almost willing to let it end there. But when Henry's hand traveled down to his cock, Glenn managed to wriggle 
out of his grip and pulled at Henry's shirt. He grabbed at it, desperately walking his hand lower down Henry's 
back to touch the bare skin as soon as he revealed it. It didn't do much to get Henry off of him, so he had to 
resort to wrapping his arms around him and trying to roll. He got them to their sides, at least, giving himself 
enough space to grab Henry's pants. All he managed to do was open the button, but he was free from Henry's 
grip. He launched an attack, rushing down in the hopes of knocking Henry down to the bed. That hope was 
dashed when Henry squared up and didn't budge, easily holding Glenn at an arm's length. 


Glenn let go, staring Henry down as he moved closer. When he was within reach, he punched Henry in the 
shoulder, hard enough to make him lose his balance. He didn't waste time before jumping on his back. Henry 
pushed back, trying to buck him off as Glenn pulled out his cock. He almost had him, just seconds away from 
pinning him down when Henry got up on his knees with Glenn hanging off him. Glenn's boxers slid lower and his 
cock rubbed against Henry's back as he tried to put his feet on the bed to gain leverage. His feet slid around 
the bed, uselessly trying to dig in as Henry lifted him higher and threw him over his head. 


Glenn was still dizzy when Henry's hands slid over his chest, down to his stomach and then back up to pull his 
shirt off. All Glenn did was kick his own underwear all the way off, panting as he took a moment to rest. 


He couldn't do that too long, Henry was already walking over, ready to climb on him. Glenn jumped up on his 
feet, fast enough to surprise Henry as he tackled him, finally getting him under him on the bed. 


Henry smiled up at him, his hands running over Glenn's legs urging him to grind his dick into Henry's thigh, 
despite the rough material of his jeans. Glenn felt a surge of satisfaction as he grabbed the lube. He didn't 
have Henry's pants off yet, but he'd get there soon enough. 


But Henry didn't let him gloat for too long, snatching the bottle away from him and holding it high above his 
head. There was no way Glenn could reach it without getting up and freeing him. He grumbled and punched at 
Henry's arms instead. It didn't make him drop it, that asshole just fucking laughed at him as he passed the 
bottle from one hand to the other. 


Glenn gave up and pulled Henry's pants down instead, taking his underwear down with them. Now he only needed 
to turn Henry around somehow. Even though Henry laid the lube down far away enough from the bed so Glenn 


couldn't reach it without getting up, Glenn still had the upper hand. 


Or so he'd thought, before Henry pushed himself up by his feet, making Glenn fall off him and onto the bed on 
his side. He recovered quickly enough, not giving Henry the chance to pounce on him. They were both back on 
their knees, grabbing at each other's backs and shoulders, hands sliding over arms. Glenn grunted as he tried 
to hold on, but he found himself inching closer to the bed with each passing second. 


He couldn't do it and found himself sprawled under Henry on the bed, again. He grabbed Henry's ass and pulled 
him closer, it felt good to have Henry's dick right up against his, but that fucking smug grin on Henry's face 
gave him another bout of energy to keep fighting, even as he could barely catch his breath. 


He wrapped his hand around Henry's cock, stroking it lightly a few times and then squeezing hard. Henry yelped 
and released his grip on Glenn, allowing him to wriggle out and climb onto Henry. He sat down quickly, not giving 
him the opportunity to buck him off this time. He tried anyway, but Glenn got a good hold on his neck and 


wouldn't let up no matter how many times Henry tried to push himself up on his hands. 


Still holding Henry down, Glenn spat in his free hand and stroked his own cock. 


Henry turned to look at him. "Hey, at least use lube!" 


Glenn turned to look at the bottle. "Nah, can't reach it" He spat on Henry's ass and rubbed it between his 


cheeks. 


Until that moment, Glenn had expected Henry to try some trick to turn it around on him, but he didn't 
complain when Glenn lined up and pushed inside him. His dick was enveloped by that tight heat, sinking deeper as 


he crowded Henry. He lay under Glenn, still, but squeezing around him, avoiding his gaze. Not so smug now. 


Glenn didn't move, enjoying the feeling for a while, chuckling when Henry tried to fuck himself on his dick. He 
couldn't do it very well, pinned down as he was, but Glenn decided to take pity on him and started moving. 


He kept his head close to Henry's, leaning down to suck on his earlobe as he thrust into him at a leisurely pace. 


Abandoning it to slide down to his neck, drawing moans out of him when he ran his tongue across the skin. 


His hands moved over the hard planes of Henry's body, all the way down to his wrists. He finally took them in 
his hands and pinned them above his head. The sight made Glenn want to slam into him, and Henry groaned 
when that first harder thrust connected. Glenn drove back in, again and again, harder each time, arms straining 


to hold on Henry's wrists and grunts of exertion leaving his mouth. 


He couldn't keep up with that pace for long, soon slowing back down and panting into Henry's shoulder as his 


grip on Henry's wrists loosened. 


Henry panted under him, kicking his legs to get rid of his pants still stuck around his ankles before pushing 
himself up on his hand and knees. Still trying to get some sort of control. Glenn didn't complain, though, when 
he got to look at that wonderfully sculpted back and when Henry clenched around him so good when he met 
him halfway. 


Glenn could feel the tightening in his groin and reached for Henry's dick. His hand wrapped around it, sliding up 
and down, not very coordinated with his thrusts. He let go when he came, keeping his mind clear enough 
through the haze of pleasure to grip Henry's hip instead to ride out his orgasm. He stayed inside when his 
hand grabbed Henry's cock again, stroking him fast and purposeful this time. 


Henry came with a low moan and collapsed. Glenn pulled his oversensitive cock out of the clenching hole and 
rolled over on his back. He turned to look at Henry. He looked good like this, fucked out and covered in his own 


cum. 


Henry smiled as he brushed Glenn's hair out of his face and kissed him tenderly, in contrast to the other 


kisses they'd shared that night. Glenn moaned and pulled Henry back into it. 


"Good one," Henry said as he broke the kiss and sat up. "l'm gonna go clean up." 


He still had that look, like he thought he let Glenn win. Well, it didn't matter anyway. Glenn hummed and turned 
off the light on his nightstand. 


